Just a voice that takes a meaning

From the place and those that hear.

And the silence feeds his whistling

As the evening lights the stars,

Or my ear my fancy, listening

To his interrupted bars.

O my fancy stop your straining

After subtile simile;

Listen to the curled flakes raining

From the song-bird in his tree;

Cease to taint with mortal dreaming

Such a liquid lovely song;

Now the evening air is creaming,

And the hills are smooth and long!

Like the mountains which the Magi

Seek beyond the starlit road

When the Tuscan mixes magic

On the painted oaken board.

And you see smooth light pervade all

Trees transfigured, leaves unstirred,

And the mountains to a cradle

Dwindle, cradling the Word.

Here the ash-tree with a trellis

Of its young boughs yet unblurred

Screens the golden dusty valleys

Stilled to hear the singing bird.

Music: silence: silence aching,

Till the few notes twisted clear,

Lovely thoughtless music making,

Lancinate the inmost ear;
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